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lighten up his soul, and endow him with new life 
when he "swept the sounding chords along," 
and sung foi- us that glorious strain of romance 
and fancy. 

Burns tells «s ol the Cotter and his family, 
that 

" They .chant their artless notes in simple guise. 
They tune their hearts, by far the noblest aim," 

And again, after recording the songs they singe 
"Compared with these, Italian trills are tame, 
Tbe tickled ears no heartfelt raptures raise; 
Ifae unison Aae they with our Creator's praise." 

■ Rbwe,' one of the old writers, says: 
" Even rago itself is cheer'd with music; 
It wakes a glad remembrance of our youth, 
•Calls back past joys, and warms us into trans- 
port." \ 

And Congreve: 
■" Music hath, charms to soothe the savage breast, 
To soften rocks, and rend the knotted oafc." 

One of Byron's characters 

" Hears, alasl no music of the spheres, 

3ut an unhallowed, earthly sound of fiddling." 

PoUok te'.ls of one, who 
"Touched his harp, and nations heard, en- 
tranc'd." 

The old Beadsmom in St. Agnes' Bve, is 
"Flattered to tears by music's golden tongue." 

And Madeline was so possessed with visions of 
holiness, that 

" The music, yearning like a God in pain, 
She scarcely heard 1 " 
Terily, Keats had a vivid perception of the power 
■of sweet sounds ! 

Mrs. Hemans says: 
"Pull many a strain, borne far on glory's blast, 
Shall'leavejywhen once its haughty music's past. 
No more'to memory than a reed's faint sigh." 

Barry Cromwell thinks 

■" Mouths were made for singing, " 
And that 

" Sweet music hath a smart. 
And a balm (w every heart." 

Miss Landon says: 

"Life is fiUed with music?" 
l)ut, alas 1 it was sad music to her 1 

And Montgomery's heart o'erflowed 
"With murmuring music and dulcet harmony." 

From the first era, then— fl:om tlie time ol Jn- 
hal, who 

" Taught the Lyi-e's responsive string. 
Beneath the rapture of his touch to sing, " 
■down to our own, music has been reoognizfed by 
the great souls of earth, and the divinity of hu- 
man nature has in it seen a strong helpmate in 
the evangelization of millions. Poets have sung 
its praises, and the universe furnishes the theme. 
Long as nature exists, will music thrill the hearts 
and souls of men,: and through all eternity will 
sound the son^ of angels and perfect spkits. 
God himself sailctions'tlie'divinity of 'i^usic; and 
It is e'^er near us, in the roar of the cataract and 
the carol of the singing bird — the deep tone of 
■the ocean, and the ground base of creation, and 
the basis of its hatanony— while fingers immortal 
touch the chords of the viewless winds, and play 
aka supernal in beauty and sweetness. God 
smiles when man appreciates his good gilts, and 
improves theni aJight, and thus improving, ap- 
proaches more nearly to the throne ot his grace. 
May not music, with all its glorious beauty and 
purity, beone great wiedta between the Almighty 
«iid his creatures. . 
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Mysteries op the People, ob the Story op a 
"Plebeian Family FOR 2000 Years. By Eugene 
Sue, Translated by Mary L. Booth. Pub- 
lished by Clark, 

This IS the first of a series of eight volumes of 
historical fiction by the sensational French novel 
writer, Eugene Sue, and contains ' ' The Dragoon's 
Helmet," "The Golden Sickle," "The Brass 
Bell, "and "The Iron Collar." At this late day 
it is hardly necessary to review (;he literary capa- 
bilities of Eugene Sue; to Frenchmen his works 
have always proved attractiVe-^bornof -the peo- 
ple, he has always written for and to the people, 
and this, his last work, ■will tend greatly to im- 
prove his popularity. So outspoken is it in its 
democratic principles and so bitterly is it op- 
posed to the doctrines of the reigning govern- 
ment, that its publication in France has been sup- 
pressed, and the book, until recently, unknown, 
when a cosily and elegant edition has been issued 
at Brussels by Lacroix, Verboeckhoven & Co. 
From this edition the translation by Miss Booth 
has been made, and produced in this country. 

It is needless to say that the work possesses 
all those elements of interest and dramatic power 
for which its author is celebrated, in addition to 
which there is a spice of the horrible running 
through it which lends an absorbing interest. 
One of the gravest errors in the book is the 
spirit of pro&nity by which it is characterized ; 
placing the religion of the Druids in contrast to 
that of Christianity and giving the preference to 
the former, may perhaps meet the views of the 
Parisian rabble, but in other countries, where 
the people are not so easily carried away by the 
passing sensation, it can but excite disgust and 
condemnation. 



A MAGICAL DUET ON THE GUITAR. 



Bonnet, in his Eistorie de la Musique, gives 
the following extraordinary account of a mathe- 
matician, mechanician, and musician, named 
Alix, who lived at Aix, in Provence, about the 
middle of the seventeenth century., Alix, after 
many years' study and labor, succeeded in con- 
structmg an automaton figure, havmg the shape 
of a human skeleton, which by means ol a con- 
cealed mechanism, played, or had the appear- 
ance ot playing, on the guitar. The artist, after 
ha^ving tuned in perfect unison two guitars, 
placed one of them in the hands of the skeleton, 
in the position proper tor playing, and on a calm 
summer's eveoing, ha-ving thrown open the win- 
dow of his apai-tment, he fixed the skeleton with 
the guitar in its hands m a position where it 
could be seen from the end of the street. He 
then, taking the other instrument, seated himself 
in an obscure corner ot the room, and commenced 
playing a -piece of music, the passage of which 
were laithfuUy repeated or echoed by the guitar 
held by the skeleton, at the same time that the 
movement ot the wooden flnMra, as if really exe- 
cuting the music, completed the illusion. This 
strange musical feat drew crowds around the 
house of Alix, and created the greatest astonish- 
ment; but, alas I tbrthe ill-fated artist, this sen- 
timent was soon changed in the minds of the ig- 
norant multitude into the most superstitious 
dread. A rumor arose that Alix was a sorcerer, 
and in league with the devil. He was ai-rested 
by order of the Parliament of Provence, and sent 
before .their criminal court La Chambre de la 
Tourmelle, to be tried on the capital charge of 
magic and witchcraft. In vain the ingenious and 
untbrtunate axtist sought to convince his judges 
that the only means used to give apparent vital- 



ity to the fingers ot the skeleton were wheels, 
sprin,^s, pulleys, and other equally unmagical 
contrivances, and that the marvelous result pro- 
duced was notliing more criminal than the solu- 
tion of a problem in mechanics. His explana- 
tions and demonstrations were either not to be 
ufiderstbod. or failed of convincing his stupid 
and bigoted judges, and he was condemned as a 
sorcerer and magician. This iniquitous judg- 
ment was confirmed by the Parliament of Prov- 
ence, which sentenced htm to be burned alive in 
the principal square ot the city, together with the 
equally innocent automaton figure, the supposed 
accomplice of his magical practices. This infa- 
mous sentence was carried into execution in the 
year 1664, to ihe great satisfaction and edification 
of all the faithful and devout inhabitants of Aix. 



' [For the American Art Jounial.] 
GOD IS GOOD! 



Not tor him— oh not tbr him, 
Shall tears dim 
My eyes to-day; 
Through his life they all were shed, 
Now beside him satis and dead, 
I can say — • 

God is good ! 

There were days— crushing days, 

When we whispered m amaze 

" Lord how long t" 

Or in blinding dumb despair, 

Shrunk from thinking e'en lii prayer, 

Through such wrong, 

God was.goodi 

There were days— weary days, 
That no rays 

Of hope illumed; 
When through blighting want and woe, 
It was harder still to know, . 

' While so doomed — 

God was good ! 

Death at last, — death at last, 
Wipes that Past 
All away, 
And assured for him of rest, 
lean live unloved, unblest, 
.And now say — ( 

God is good 1 

On this brow— peacetul brow, 
Where but now 
Anguish lay, . 
I can gaze with calm still eyes, 
And though all— but my UJe dies. 
Still say 

God is good! 

Ah! my tears— wicked tears 
That for years || 
Ceased to flow, 
When a^ last he needs them not, 
Are ye cbme his face to blot 
■ When ye know 

God is good I 

Let me press— wildly press 
One caress • 

On his head, 
Then tbrever go my way, 
Teaching lips and life to say. 
He is dea;d, 

God is good i 
I Februsi; 3d. 



